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men who for almost two days had been fighting the elements
high in the air, men of stout hearts, of guts.
Their greatest fear was that the world at large might con-
sider the flight of the America a failure because the wheels
were not prosaically planted at Le Bourget Field on scheduled
time. I assured them that the world at large would think
nothing of the kind.
When Pickering, Jonez and I left Ver-sur-Mer around
five-thirty o'clock that evening we had "the story"—every
shred of it—and our rivals were just arriving. They had come
by motor.
Our next step was to get back to Caen with the hope that
our pilot was still there and that he would be able to get
the wheels of the plane off the aviation field, which in the con-
stant and pelting rain we knew must have become quagmire.
A few minutes after we rounded a corner we saw our plane.
It was quivering violently in the wind, which was blowing
at a high velocity, and getting off from that bleak, bare field
was simply up to the bronze-faced Frenchman who had had
nerve enough to take off under the same conditions at Le
Bourget some hours before.
"Can you get off the ground?" I asked him.
"Don't know, but I'll try," was the answer.
With the aid of the taxi-driver he got the motor going and
we taxied out into the wind and rain. Heading back into the
wind, he gave her the gun and turned her nose into the air.
We were hurtled skyward. The wind's velocity—the same
wind our pilot bucked earlier in the day—can be imagined
from the fact that we set wheels down at Le Bourget, over
that 150 miles, in an hour and a quarter.
I have never experienced so many motions at the same time
in one airplane. The pilot was racing to get home before a
premature darkness came down due to the state of the

